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accents of profound conviction, Yvette had announced
more than once that she had never been so utterly happy.
Antoine had said the same thing rather more diffidently. To
a lad, it all seemed so natural. He could find nothing in his
recollection equivalent to that first evening with Yvette. The
importance of these moments of his life never ceased to be
present to his mind. He had been profoundly conscious of
the sensation of liberty. The ecstasy of their mutual isolation
did not prevent him noticing the passage of time, which
assumed a fresh significance, and was, at once, a pleasure and
a torment. Each revolving minute sharpened his bliss into a
thrill of anguish, which reminded him of such feelings in his
earliest childhood. When Yvette was out of the room the
silence was almost sinister, the furniture began to look oddly
different, and Antoine wondered whether he was just going
to awaken from a dream. From time to time, in the course
of conversation, and when he himself was talking, he
suddenly saw his extraordinary situation with something like
alarm, and, conscious that he was still no more than a boy,
experienced a fleeting sense of shame. Yvette divined the
lad's twinges and revulsions, scented the presence of the
Michaud family and did her utmost to expel it. She talked
with fervent sincerity and in passionate superlatives. * I can
understand people dying of love/ she said. Antoine could
understand it too, but did not know whether he was
capable of it.
' Darling Antoine, I just can't realize that you will leave
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